him up?'* she asked; for never, never in her life had she
committed the sin of hanging on to a dying love affair.

"But I love him, he is my husband, he belongs to me, I'd
rather kill myself than give him up," Katzerl said obstinately.
Madame nodded sadly. She knew the words, she knew the
voice. It was the eternal talk of die wedded wife, handed
down from woman to woman, ever since Eve had made her
first scene with Adam. As for Madame, she had always been
The Other Woman, even during her short flings at matrimony.

She went over to her daughter and knelt down beside her.
"Look here, Kat2erl," she said gently, " don't you remember
**RjDsenkavaher? *

Mit kick fen Her^en und leichten Uanden
tialten und i&bmen, halten und lassen.
Die nichf so smd* die s/raff das ILeben
Und Gott erbarmt sich ihrer nicht"

she sang softly into the young woman's ear.

"You don't understand. This is not an opera. This is life.
I am married to Cyril, I am going to have a baby and I am
not going to let him be dragged away by some low, scheming
little bitch/* Katzerl said; and the common word was so
unexpected that it gave Madame a little jolt.

"Well, and what do you uant me to do about it," she said
somewhat exasperated.

"Talk to him, tell him that I love him, bring him back to
me. You haye experience with men, you know how to treat
them/* Katzerl said, and it sounded less like a plea than an
insult. Madame began pacing up and down the small room.
Every time she passed the dressing-table she cast a hurried
glance at her wristwatch. It ticked and ticked, the time went
by, only ten mote minutes before the curtain went up. She
should have stayed alone now, to relas, concentrate, save
her voice, save her nerves, save her energy for Carmen,
instead of being troubled with the platitudinous difficulties
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